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THIS STARTR THE STORY
ittle English cathedral town of
he "m- with ita peaceful olose is
o of mystery and dnirigue
, nimeleen years old, and
ick, sevenieen, are wards
., A atrange man
Ranaford and a jaw
'ound dead at the
a's Stair. Varner,
he maw tha man
” 11..' ﬂu.il flh:l‘ man
ed and fe s abjected to ax
'1!:;’&" uua’lcd that he had aeon a
man's hand, Ranaford has Mary pur-
chase fowers for the “dead man's
funeral. A banker in Barthorpe offers
a reward for information reparding
the dead man ryce finds an entry
in the parish rvepister of the country
ehureh At Braden Mediworth, where
Mark Ranaford had acted as beat nian
at the marrioge of John Brake and
Mary Bewery,  He inguires of the old
rector—who was the Mary Beowery
on married to John Brake, “‘Mary
%,,,.rw wan our geverngas and mar.
ried Brake, a bank mananer. later con-
victed for defaleation and sentenced to
ten years’ imprisonment” Ao says,
Bryce i firmly convinced Mark Rans-
ford killed Braden. Brake had iurned
up, He and Ranaford hod met—most
ug:lr in the cathedral. Ronaford, who
knew the old ploce, induced Broke to
walk up into the pallery with Aim,
pad woticed the opan doorway. had
thiown Hrake (hrough (i, Il the
facta pointed to that comeluaion—it
wos a theory which, so far as Bryce
cauld see, waa perfect. It ought to be
enough—proved—ito put Ranaford in
a criminal dook,
AND HERE IT CONTINUES

RYCE resolved it In his own mind

over and over agaln as he sped home
to Wrychester—he plotured the police lis- |
tening greedily to all that he could tell |
them if he liked. There was only one
factor In the whols sum of ths affair
which seemed agminst him--the adver-
(isement in the Times. If Brake deslrod
1o find Ransford In order to be revenged
on him, why did he insert that adver-
tissment, as 1f he were longing to meet
a cherished friend again? But Bryce
gally surmounted that obstacle—full of
ghifis and subtleties himmelf, he was
ever reudy to credit others with trading
{n them, and he put the advertisement
down as a clever ruse to attract, not
Ransford, Lut eome person who could
give Information about Ranstord, What-

ever Ita exact meaning might have been,
itn existence made no difference (o
Bryce's firm opinfon that it waa Mark
Ransford who flung John Brake down
8. Wrytha's Stair and killed him. H»
was as sure of that as he was certain
that Braden was Brake. And he was
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not going to  tell the police of
his dipcoveries—he was not golng
to tell anybody The one thing
that concernsd him was—how heat

to make uss of his knowledge with o
view to bringing about & marriage be
tweenn himself and Mark Ransford's
ward, He had set his mind on that for
twelve months past, and he was not
man to ba balked of his purpose, BY
falr means, or foul—he himself Ignored
the last word and would have substi-
tuted the term nkiliful for ity Pemberton
Bryce meant to have Mary Bewery,
. Mary Bewery herself had no thought
of Bryce in her head when, the morning
after that worlhy's return to Wryches-
ter, she sot out, mlone, for the Wryches-
ter Golf Club. It was her habit to go
there nlmost every day, and Bryce was
well acquainted with her movements and
knew preclsely where to waylay her.
And empty of Bryce though her mind
was, she wis not surprised when, at &
lonely place on Wrychester Common.
Bryce turned the corner of o spinney and
me! her face to face,

Mary would have passed on with no
more than a silent recognition—ushe had
made up her thind to have no further
speech with her guardian’s dismiesed ax-
wiptant  But she had to pass through
4 wicket gate at that point, and Bryce
barred the way, with unmistakable pur-
pose. 1t was plain to the girl that he
had lain In walt for her, Bhe was not
without # temper of her owm, und she
suddenly let it out on the offender

“Do you eall this manly conduct, Doe:
tor Bryce?" she demanded, turning an
indignant and flushed face on him. “To
wiylay me here, when you know that
don't want te have anything more 1o
do with you. Let me through, please—
and go away "

Hut Bryce kept & hand on the Mt
gate, and when he spoke there was that
in his volea which made the girl lisien
In npite of herself, =

“I'm not here on my own behalf,”” he
I glve you my word I
won't any o thing that need offend you
s true 1 waited hers for you—it's the
only place ir which I thought ¢ could
meet you, nlone I want to speak (o
vy It's this—do you Know your
gunrdinn 1s in dangar?"

Bryce had the gift of plausibility =-he
could convines people. against their in-
stincts, even agninst their wills, that he
was telling the truth, And Mary, afler
& swift glance, belleved him.

“What Janger?’ she nsked “And If
he s and If you know he is—why don't
you go direct to him?"

The mont fatnl thing
tn do'’ exclaimed Bryce,
him=—he can bhe nasty
hring matlters to a crisis
his Interest, I8 just
happen

I don't understand vou,'" sald Mary

Hryce leaned nearer to her—across
the gate

You know what happened last week,"
he sald In u low- voles, “The sirange
death of that man-—Braden.™

“Well " ahe asked, with a sudden look
of uneasiness, “What of 112"

“I's  helng  rumored-—whispered—in
the town that Doctor Ransford had

said quickly.

in tha world
“You know
That would
And that, in
what mustn’t

close toward ths onthedral 1
‘ saw hi
rnln. not very long afterward, ry}nr:
";tl:la corner of Parndlse—dead !" !
e 1!;_: Bewery wan by this time pale
- hmbllhl: and Bryce continued to
or mteadily, She stole a furtive

oq!twlht him,

y didn't yvou (sl

Inquemt ™ whe anked, Inlu-lvl’rl-:ll::’:ar..“ o
knew how damning It

g T
wou 6 to—Ranaford," replied Br
B{:Inﬂu'uny, "It would have ::citnd ::;—'
kit | was certain that no one but
th{ - knew shat Braden hag been 1o
that 1;1‘ ery door; therefors thought
e AR P kept silence hin calling would
kg "10 known, But—I have since
b Tl I wan mistaken, Braden was |

—Koing away from Doctor Rana-
lurld B,

"'Br;-‘vr_’h:;:}‘.‘" aaked Mhary,

. Meramore—nat the next house,' |
lnnl:rered Bryce, “She happened to be .
00/ Ir'!‘t out of an upstailrs window, She
u:n Im g0 awuy and cross the close
““._ldwl:.hn ktnll you that? demanded
.'o“én 0 knew Mrs. Deramdre for a

“Hetween ourselves,” sald Bryoce xha !
dig not. Mru F'ulllm—‘-—.\ln.j
"I anld %0, assented Br_vl;. “You

know what Mrs, Folllot's ton 3
- A Rue In,
“Then Doctor Ranaford will get te

he.nr of It mald Mary,

‘He will be the last person to
hear of It,” uMirmed Bryce,
:.I'ltt‘i‘ are talked of, holo-and-corner
Ashlon, a long time before they reach
the eatn of the person chlefly concernad.”

Muary hesltated a moment befors she
“'.'.%h"'; next quention,

¥ have you t ™
dnmnl!hded. 7 old me all thin?' she
“Becaune I didn't want yvou to .
denly surprieed,” answered llr_\'n:a"':";l?l

“l!l‘;n'l:1

—whatever it in—~may come to & sudden

head—of an unpleasant mort, Thess
mors apread-—and the

een _about finding out lnings coneerns-

It they once get It

ing this dead® man,
ds that Doctor Ransford
him——"

into their hen
kn;{w
ary Iald her hand on th te be-
tween them, and Bryce, wh",. h::! etl.fn-m
:i“n't‘lu winshed Im do at that time, In-
antly ope It,
e T and she passed
“I mm much
wald,
but It

A ! obliged to you," she
I don’t know what it all means;
Is Doctor Raneford's affair, if

there |s any affalr, which 1 doubt, Will

you let me go now, plemse?"

Bryce atood aside and lifted his hat:
and Mary, with no more than & nod,
wialked on toward the golf clubhouse
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acrons the common, while Hryee turned
off to the town, highly elated with hin
morning's work. He had sown the saeds
of uneasiness and suaplelon broadoast ;
some of them, he knew, would mature.

Mary Bewery playved no golf that
morning, In fact, she only went on to
the clubhouse to rid herself of Bryoe;
nnd presently she returned home, think-
ing.* And, indeed, she sald to herself,
n!m had abundant food for thought,
Naturally candid and honest, she did
not at that moment doubt Bryce's good
faith ; much as ghe disiiked him In mosl
ways she knew that he had certain com-
mendable qualitiea; and ahe was inclined
1o believe him when he sald that he had

kept sllence In order to ward off conne- |

quences which might be

pleasant for her,

indirectly

un- |
But of him and his|

news she thought little; what occupled !

her mind was the possible connection
between the atranger who had come so
suddenly and disappearead so suddenly—
and forever—and Mark Ransford. Was
it possible, really posaible, that
had been some meeting beiween them
In or about the cathedral precincta that
morning? She knew, after a moment's

thers |

reflection, that it wans very possible, Why |

not? And from that her rnougnts fol.
lowed n natural trend-—was the mystery
surrounding this man connected In any
way with the mystery about herself and
her brother, that mystery of which, ns
it meemed to her, Ransford was so shy
of :{wakhm. And agnin, and for the hun-
drodth time, she asked herself why he
wan a0 reticent, mo evidently full of dia-
like of the subject, why he could not tell
her and Dick whatever there was to tell
once for all,

She had to pass the Follots’

houuse |

in the far corner of the close on her|

way home, a fine olq mansion set in
well-wooded grounds, inclosed by a high
wall of old red brick. A door in that

wall stood open, and inalde It, talking |

to one of hig gardeners, was Mr. Folllot |
the vistas behind him were gay with
flowers and rich with the roses which he
passed all his days In cultlvating He
caught sight of Mary as she passed the
open door and called her back.
“Come In and have & look
new romes 1've got,” he mald,
I'll give you n
Mary rather liked Mr. Folllot,
wan & big, half-asleep wort of man, who
had few werds und could
little else than his hobby

al swome |
“Benutles ' |
andful to earry home, |
He !

tnlk about |
But he was |

n parsioniate lover of flowers and plants |

and had a positive genius for rose cul-
ture: nand was at all times highly de-
lighted to take flower lovers round his
garden. She turned at once and wilked
in, and Folliot led her away down the
seented paths.

“It's an experiment 1've been trying.” |

he said, lending her u
blooms of a color ant
had never seen before.
think of the resulta?'
“Magnificent ! exclaimed
never snw anythineg so fine"”
"No!'"' ngreed Folliot, with
ehuckle, *‘Nor anybody
there's, no such rose in England. I shall
have to go to some of these learmed
nargons (n the close to Invent me o
Latin nams for this—It's the result of
careful experiments In grafting—took
me thres vegrs to get at It, And see
how it blooma—sacores on one standard.”
He pulled out a knifa and began to
pelect 1 handful of the finest blooms,
which he presently pressed Into Mary's
hand
"By the by
thanked him and they
the path, "I wanted to

Mnary. "]

n o nuiet

he remarked. an

have a word with

something to do  with that affair”
anawered Bryvoee "Unpleasant—unfor-
tunuie—nbut it's o fact”

Impossible ! oxclaimed Mary with
A heightening color “What could he
havee 1o do with 7 What could glve
rl.vtlrl-lr-. sich foollsh—wicked —rumors?”’

Vour ltnow as well ax 1 do how peopio
'Blk, how they will talk.,” sald Bryce
You can't stop them, In a place [ke

Fychester, where everybody Knows
'H\"l‘.\l-ud_\ There's n mystery around
\_Ir‘.;:lann feath—it's no use denying 11
pot ody knows who he was, where he
h|--r-w l‘rf-:p why he came. And (t's belng

‘;.t-ul_ -I'm only telllng you what 1've
ﬁﬁ,‘,"”'"“"h“‘. Doctor Ranaford knows
1 ¢ thun he's ever told. ‘There nre,
m nfrald, grounds "
“'I.I\?..h';; Rrounds™  demanded Mary,
l4~1rn'| I:P-Ill- had been speaking, In hia
i _:ﬂl\:\ careful fashion, she had
ford nl ‘_"nlflhs-und remembering Rana-
Ihe 1'.:?41«‘1“ --31! ngltation at the time of
the I s¢ wffalr—and his rellef when
o “_-':lllll'nl WAl over—and his sending
—tta | flowers to the dend man's grave
= Eha bewun to experience & mense

‘inensiness wnd even of fear. "What

Tanarongcan there be she added. " Dr
IeVEr masn t:l‘:'nl'_ 'k“uw that man—haa
That's noy certaln.” replied Bryce

Tt'n sald-—remember, I'm only repeating

thinge—|t's

bad 19— sald that Just before the

‘:::L)u“-“ diacovered. Doctar lunurn:‘sl

weat r:)h —aeen, mind you !-—leaving the
borch of the cathedral, looking as

¢ had Jumt ery >
wo .‘r"'rmmiu snv]r":;nllnt""’ meh wiser.
10 nre they?' guked Mary
NIHJTIHII ‘1 m not allowed to I:II you,"
f'armln“]‘ia' who had no Intentlon of Ir;‘
ing th‘ er that one person was himsell
ey : ‘ulher imaginary “But 1 can
pos ok vou that I am certaln— nblolur--u'
ol ‘Ahat thelr mtory is true The
You - Can corroborate it
pp it ahe exclaimed,
wnmh“rli-pllnn Bryce. T will 1ell you
Body— 5 'PRL T have never told wny
Pepet fuln o now | shan't wek you io
rug "rnv confidence—1've suMcient
on u"_‘_uu 10 Know that you will, with-
morning. [_Iuaklns Listen '—on  that
th wri’_uclur Ransford went out of
Preiy lly In the direction of the
Y, lsaving me alone there. A fow

vou—or with Ransford Do you know
does he know-—that that confounded
miity  woman who lives next to vour

house—Mre. Deramore—has been saying
some (hings—or a thing—whleh—to put
it plainly-—might make some unplens-
antness for him?"

Mury kept a firm hand on her wita
apd gave him an pn8wer which was true
enough, so far an she Wan AWAre

“1'm sure he knows nothing,” she anid
“What s 1t Mr, Folllot?”

“Why. vou know what happened las

week.” contlnued Folliot, glaneins
knowingly at her. '“The aoecident to tha
stranger, This Mrs, Deramore, who'

nothing but an old chatterer, has bed
snving, here and there. that It's n ver
queer thing Doctor Ransford doesn’
know anything about him, and ean’t sa!
anything, for she hernelf, she Bays, suaw
the very man golng away from Doctol
Hansford's houss not so long before the
neeldent.”

1 mm not aware that he ever cajled
al Doctor Ransford's,” sald Mary. "I
never saw him—and 1 was In the war
den, about that very time, with youw
atepson, Mr. Folllot.™

"qp  Sackville told me' remuarked
Folllot "“He wia present—and mo wWas
I—when Mra, Deramore was tattling
about It in our house vestarduy. He
snld, then, that he'd never seen the man
#o to your house, You never heard your
pervints make any remark about it?"

“Never ! answered Mary

“1 told Mrs, Deramore sha'd far betier
hold her tongus' continued
Pittle-tuttie of that mort I apt to lead
to unplegsantness. And when it came
to i, It t®ned out that all she had seen
was this stranger strolling across the
cloge as if he'd Just left your house
If'-—there's ulways msome i1 But 'l
tell you why 1 mentioned it to you," he
continued, nudging Mary's elbow and
granclng covertly Aret at her and then
At his house on the far side of the

rden. “Ladies that are—getting on &
it In yemrs, you know-—Illke my wife,
ars apt to let their tongues wag, and
between you and me, T shouldn't wonider
I Mrw. ot han repeated what Mrs
Deramore sald-—eh? And 1 don't want
the dootor to think that—If he hears
ﬂn}'thln% you know, which he may, und,
again, he might not—to think that I
originated here. 80, If he should ever

Tnuten Jut
e R tAp cam
Opened fr— ‘Ame at the door,
WK outy|ge -and found—a man slind-

Not
"UII;-u thiut man?" saked Mury fear-

Thy
"Ho aukeq T Braden.” replied Bryoe |
he wis i ! II“.'.“" Ranstord. | gald
Namy? Hl‘_ Woulll the cullpr lenve hilll
Slse ha ) S no—he had ed be-|

W onee
Yeurn hufm’.

L ..u“: ;‘:&hg pom

known & Doctor Hung- |

Turg
W

othing
6 went away

about ealling
=—@cross Lhe

1.

mentlon it to you, you cun'say It sprang
from hisn next-door nelghbor Hih !-
they'ro u lot of old gossips,
ludien!”

“Thank you,"” sald Mary. “"But—pup
roaing this man had been o our house-

what difference would that make? He
might have been for halt o dosen
reasans

Folliot looked at her oul ol his half-
ut ayes.

(CONTINUED TOMORROW)

these a'lu--a'

to n cluster of |
gize which she
“What do you

elae—hecauss |

|
ahe
turned away along |

Folllot. |
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PETEY—We Can Hardly Recommend It
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Just As He |
WAS READY To START FOR
THE NOON TRAIN THE POOR OLD
SKIPPER ‘TORE THAT BIG PATCH RIGHT
OUT OF THE SEAT OF HIS TROUSERS AND
AS THERE WERE A COUPLE OF LADIES ON

2ar% el wrr s d |

The young lo'y across the way
siayn we've hwid r0 many cool, rainy

days thic sumeier that America’s T AKE T T
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GOOD MORNING
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PHEW' TLL SAY ITS
GETTING WORSE EVERY
LSUMMER ! IF \T Keepg
GETTING WARMER I'm
GOING To LWE AT
THE POLE |

“CAP” STUBBS—Cap Will Try Anything Once or Twice
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